Disclaimer 



Any resemblances to universes real or imagined is coincidental. While not light hearted, these poems are meant to amuse 
and entertain. Anyone feeling depressed after application should rest assured that the most important words in the world 
are not as important as the laughter of a happy heart. For it is written, "Don't believe everything you read." 



Copyright 2012© by Mike Ziegenhagen 
All Rights Reserved 




This Matter of Being A Being of Matter 
by Mike Ziegenhagen 

is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-NoDerivs 3.0 Unported License . 



Contents 

This Matter of Being, a Being of Matter 3 

This Matter of Being/A Being of Matter 3 

D/ANGER 4 

LONG-SONG 5 

Cyrstaline Silvers 6 

Alas, You Lovers 7 

Final Form 7 

Sea Song 7 

Endless Eons 7 

OWNERS OF THE EARTH 8 

Lost Souls of Love 9 

10,000 Days 10 

Poems from 1981-82 10 

Stories of Days Gone By 10 

Night 11 

Choice and Power 11 

Shadow Show 11 

Earth's Monument 12 

Childsong 13 

"Why don't we fight until we Die?" 14 

The Immutable 15 

Forgotten 15 

What it was 18 

Evolution Rag 20 

Who am 1 21 

Waltz 22 

Time Shadows 22 

Wind-Whorled 23 

The Limits of Human Experience 23 

Religion 24 

The Artful Weaver 25 

More-tality 27 

Time's Journey 27 

Recruit 28 

Culture is the knife blade of evolution in a universe called change 29 

My People 30 

Dreamsong 31 

Safely Cast 31 

Peter Tosh 32 

Before Amber 32 

Echo-plasm 37 

The Fodder Land 38 

Freedom 42 

Ultimate Blues 42 

Possible Possibilities 43 

Star Cross 47 

No Day Lasts Forever 48 

Human bean salad 48 

Beat the sky 49 

1 



Miscellaneous Poems and Poem Fragments 49 

Times function in the viewpoint of aging - 1978 55 

Bottom of the Barrel 55 

Slow light passing 55 

B*day Poem for Debby's 33rd 57 



2 



This Matter of Being, a Being of Matter 



Mike's little white book to be read by happy workers in the field. 
Any resemblance to Reality is all in your mind. 

But lest we forget 
Things are not as they seem 
For we are not the Dreamer 
We are but the Dream 

This Matter of Being/A Being of Matter 

A Sun-filled path of quiet peace 
An unimportant moment that will never cease 
Planet spinning around like it won't ever end 
You break for a moment to talk with a friend 

"If Time is a circle, and Space never Ends 
And light near the Sun does seem to bend 
Energy equals Mass times the speed of Light squared 
And Mind, to the Universe is something quite Rare 

And keeping in mind Eternity's View 
A Lifetime of learning that Nothing is New; 
And if we're free to do anything that leads to our Fate, 
Well, Love conquers All. . . Except, of course, Hate." 

Your friend might reply, while lighting his pipe, 
"You can't pick the Blossom when the Fruit is Ripe, 
You're only Young once, yet we're old as the stars, 
And Humanity is Beautiful, when seen from afar. 

"If Life were a movie, would you tell the end? 
If Death were the usher would you see it again? 

Form follows Function, Effects follow Cause, 
No one asked me when they made up the Laws; 

"You may as well save your breath to outshout the Wind, 
Sunsets are pretty although the day ends. 
The price of Existence is two feet and a sigh, 
And now you ask me to wonder why? 

How long has it been since you looked at your back? 
What does your voice sound like when you're telling me facts? 
Where does your lap go when you get to your feet? 
When you're tired of talking let's get something to eat." 
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D/ANGER 



I WONDER WHICH TRIBE OF MAN 
WAS THE FIRST TO RAISE rTS HAND 
AGAINST THEIR FELLOW TRAVELERS 
FN THIS STRANGE AND BRUTAL LAND 

AND I WONDER HOW WAR WAS BORN 
WHEN PERFECT STRANGERS 

FOUGHT HAND TO HAND 
FOR THE GLORY OF ANGER 

AND HOW COULD WAR SPREAD? 

WITH ALL THE WIDOWS CRYING 
FN THE LAND OF THE DEAD 
WHY HASTEN THE DYING? 

THEN WAR GOT ORGANIZED 
FOR THE THRILL OF TWISTED MINDS 
AS THEY REJOICED FN THEIR PLANS 
FOR THE FALL OF FAR OFF LANDS 

BUT NOW THE CIVILIAN PEACE-LOVING 
ARE THE TARGETS FROM THE SKY 

INNOCENT LIVES WAITING 
FOR FACELESS DEATH TO ARRIVE 

BECAUSE OUR LEADERS SEE ONLY NUMBERS 

WHERE SACRED HUMAN LIVES LIE 
AND FOR THE SAKE OF THE GAMES THEY PLAY 
THEY'D GAMBLE ALL OUR LIVES AWAY 

SO WHY DO WE ALLOW WAR? 
WHEN PERFECT STRANGERS 
COULD END OUR ONLY WORLD 
FOR THE GLORY OF ANGER 
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Love is that which reaches out, 
Fear is that which runs, 
And from these two - Certainty and Doubt, 
All Emotions come. 

But Love is Blind, 

And All is Fair, 
Here under the Sun, 
In Love and War, 
We keep the score, 
And All pretend we care. 

Although Life deals Hearts a blow, 
From which they never recover, 
Remember Love is never cruel, 
Only all the Lovers. 



LONG-SONG 

(with apologies to William Blake) 

Would Life without end lead to boredom? 
Or is Energy Eternal Delight? 
Is it not the young mind's unfolding, 
That causes the Heart to take flight? 

How unbearably sad if only some Died, 
Instead of All who are Born, 
As Life, the Impatient Sculptor, 
Continuously Creates new Forms. 

In this Cosmic Clockwork, 
Full of Entropy and Decay, 
Life goes on Evolving, 
By consuming itself each Day. 

And from one clay vessel to another, 
The Quicksilver Life is poured, 
Your days under the Sun are your Harvest, 
Life is its own Reward. 

As the promise of the Future, 
Slowly becomes the Past, 
The message remains, 
In spite of the pain; 
Live Well and be Happy, 
While your Time lasts. 
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Cyrstaline Silvers 



What is Memory but the Shadow of Yesterday's Suns? 
What is Death but the Winter of our Years? 
When the Twilight hour fast approaches, 
Memory drives away the Fears. 

We stood as human Prisms then, 
To catch the one White Light, 
To cast a human band of Color, 
Against a sea of Night. 

To see the flaws in Perception, 
To seek the laws of Perfection, 
Of Glories Past and Yet to Be, 
Of History and Possibilities. 

In the fullness of Time, 
Our minds came to Flower, 
Like a once clinging vine, 
that now has the Power, 

To stand Quite Alone, 
Under the Sky, 
To witness the Wonders, 
To Laugh, Love, and Cry. 

We stood as darkened Silhouettes, 
Our backs turned toward the light, 
And those who Dared, or did not Care, 
Turned toward the mighty Sight. 

Which Eternal Star, ever burned as Bright, 
As these Falling Stars, on their brief fiery Flight? 
Our saddest Songs, what might have been, 
Sung for our friends, who've meet their Ends. 
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Alas, You Lovers 



Alas, you lovers of beauty, for all beauty Ends, 
The Eyes hunger grows, small changes flow, till all the World's remade. 
Beauty must challenge indifference, to make of it a slave, 
For in its brief hour of Flowering, due appreciation craves, 
So caught as one, in each others net, they're held by one beauty, 
So to each other pay their debt, and to themselves their duty. 

or 

Admirer and Admiree, caught in each other's net, 
Both slaves to one beauty, while singing Love's duet. 



Final Form 



the Final Form is Function, 
The Subtlest Form is Thought, 

The Future Lives Today, 
In the Visions that are Sought. 

Sea Song 

The sea sings sweet songs while we sleep, 
Minutes to Hours, and ours to keep 
Time's fragile nobility reigns, 
The Tide reins the Storm's terrible sweep. 



Endless Eons 

After endless eons of time have worn the Earth to dust. . . The End. 

or 

After endless Eons of Time have worn the Earth to dust, 
Life, born to run the mortal race, and to its heart entrust, 
Endless Light and Endless Love, from finite minds to the stars above. 
The Golden Flowering is done, the human race has been run. 
And in that final flower find, the one truth in myriad minds. 



Be still and hear the Wind outside, 
That mocks all human Life, 
That takes all of man's delight, 
And makes of it a cry of strife. 
The Wind which says, "All your cycles are circles going nowhere." 
Even courage fails to dare, 
And fear resounds, hearts still, then pound 

In awe, wonder, and dread, 
Of the storm which blows outside the stars, 
Where Life can never tread. 



Aimless Cycles of the storm 
That rage beyond Time and Form, 
All the moaning that you hear, 
Is Life's resistance to Death and Fear. 
For out where the cold wind dwells, 
Silence reigns over Good and Evil. 



OWNERS OF THE EARTH 

I dreamt I walked a beautiful road, 
Until I tried to stop. 
They said, "We own the Earth, every bit of it. 
You'll walk until you drop. 
When you tire, you may rest, 
But only till you wake, 
Then go upon the endless road, 

Or work here for our sake." 
I trod no more on golden hills, 

I exchanged 
Them for a common treadmill. 



Lost Souls of Love 



Let's leave laments to the lost souls of love, 
To weep their sorry Yesterdays, 
And so to miss Today, 
The eternal present. 
For to us there comes the future, 
Like the windy promise of the rain, 
To ride the storm on silken ships, 
Promises of Joy and Pain. 

A fly in amber has more to say than I, 
For I will try to break the sky, 
And if only to try, 
For the Sake of those who cannot wait, 
And for those who cannot hate. 
And so to fate, we throw a thousand bones, 
Of hardy souls with frail, frail bodies. 
And flesh to press, our waiting crest'd, 
Until Time will join us. 



10,000 Days 
Poems from 1981-82 



Stories of Days Gone By 

What endures then, 
Not pleasure or Pain. 

If these Pass, 
Then what remains? 

Of words and deeds 
What shall we say or do? 

A passing bloom, 
A fleeting hour, or few. 

A shadow show 
Of Light and Time 
Mind changing Language, 
Till words mock the Rhyme. 

What endures then, 
When Immortals cringe, 
Before the journey of the tiny second. 

Some then choose goods of the Earth, 
which may pass. 
But not as fast as Experience, 
And neither Last. 

But Life when its distilled to its essence must seem, 
To be that. . . Experience, 
Reflections of Life-beams. 

Awareness to be housed, 
In our minds at great cost, 

Here in our bodies, 

So, no hour is lost. 

What remains but a Song, 
Echo'd in a golden shell. 
Forever? Nay, just as long as we dwell, 
In Land and Water, Earth and Sky, 
And near firelight telling, 
Stories of Days gone by. 



Night 



Windows of Knowledge, 
Teardrops of Light, 
Fountains of Sorrow, 

Our foundation is Night. 



Choice and Power 

Choice is not a factor, 
the Ride remains the same, 
Holding out for better weather, 
Who says it's all a game? 

Computing odds of chance, 
Won't make the outcome change, 
You rise and fall with the tide, 
Events we can't arrange. 

Our thread through time, 

A trace of mind, 
Awareness of the world, 
Form patterns Furled. 

Drum beat of Life, 
Our Souls design, 
Power of existence, 
And tattoos of Mind. 

Your Source of Energy, 

Your use of Space, 
Your Power takes you, 
Everyplace. 



Shadow Show 

Times End, 
Space Begins, 
Universes Mandala, 
Immortal Hour. 

If Hourglasses sand, 
Form Random Order, 
In rivers of Time, 
Quicksand with no mortar. 
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Earth's Monument 



Earth's monument, 
Awareness of Self, 
Light of the Cosmos, 
Entropy's Stealth, 

Waterfalls of Sound, 
In Entropy's Ear, 
Richness abounds, 
In the way that we hear. 

Garden of Life, 
River of Light, 
Mountains of Laughter, 
Pools of Delight. 

Consciousness of Being, 
Knowledge of Self, 
Alone as a Being, 
Humanity's Wealth 

The Song never Ends, 
But the dancers fade away, 
So we sing, and we dance, 
And we live another Day. 



End of 10,000 days 



Childsong 



A flawless perfect summer day, 
Promised me to stay and play. 
Although the hours drift away, 
My summer day has come to stay. 

And no one, nothing, can ruin this hour, 
My petals unfold like Love's own flower, 
Till all at once the sky and cloud, 
Spoke to me as if out loud, 

"Perfection will never be, 
Things keep changing, like a tree." 
And lo atop the highest branch, 
An omen, a promise, with nothing left to chance, 

A leaf of gold, among the green. 
A promise of Autumn, 
The end of Summer's dream 
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"Why don't we fight until we Die?" 



A heavy metal song in 2/2 time. 

Why don't we fight until we're sore? 
Why don't we fight until we're poor? 
Why don't we waste the stores of Man, 
And drain our once-abundant land? 

Why don't we fight our fellow man, 
And destroy our Earth, homeland, 
Why don't we use the wealth of space, 
To destroy the human race? 

Why don't we turn our hearts to hate? 
There is no better fate? 
Man lives as one upon this land, 
Or dies as one where we now stand. 

Bombs of greed, not meant to use, 
A fool's death, if we win we lose, 
Why don't we fight until we die? 
What good is man if he won't try, 
To live in peace under the sun, 
To share and laugh and love someone?? 



The Immutable 



Your inner flame's aglow, 
Or no life you would know, 
Your senses five. 
The illusion divide, 

The wave of the Universe, 

Comes, and it'll go, 
Like ocean sand rippled, 
To mimic the flow, 

The Immutable will reflect, 
When Space-Time is no more, 
What was started, how it changed, 
All that yet in store. 

We compare our Lives, 
To the perfect possibility, 
So all appears mortal, 
And imperfect to see. 
But when all has passed before. 
The last ray shone though the final door, 
All that was, 
Will ever be, 

Compared to Nothing, 
It will forever seem, 
Immortal and Perfect, 
For whose eyes to see? 



Forgotten 

There's been some confusion about why people laugh, 
But no one' s forgotten why we cry, 
So when you walk the way of the setting sun, 
Leave your tears with your bones, 
Reach out and fly. 



Beauty, Love, Truth, and Freedom, 
Carry me away, 
Up spirit paths with thought to guide me, 
Who needs feet of clay? 
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Dream a dream bigger than your needs, 
Dream a dream bigger than your fears, 
Dream a dream greater than your greed, 
Dream a dream higher than your tears. 



I had a dream, I was a boy, 
that grew into a man, 
And everywhere I looked the tired hands, 
With heavy mantles lay waiting, 
To place upon my shoulders, 
The weight of responsibility, 
The weight of trust, 
The weight of Work. 
Too early to the harness, 
The bent back, with winded breath, 
Cry, "Oh, the scars that eyes do not see." 
"See, Oh, the cries that ears do not hear." 
Sail the ships of space, 
Through the winds of time, 
On a sea of circumstance. 



The bell of the World, 
Across a Sea of Space, 
Cried out to me, 
The wonders of this place. 

Too close I came, 
The Primary Mistake, 
Down the Gravity Well, 
Into forms Mortals take. 

The grand-grandfathers laugh at us, 
While we laugh and cry, 
The wind of time in our ears, 
Drowns out all reply. 

As sea creatures look up, 
Though their murky sky, 
With no certain knowledge, 
Of who looks or Why. 
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We sow our toil, 
and harvest our deeds, 
Light-born, we royal, 
Of Entropy's seed. 

The steps rearrange, 
While higher we climb, 
Till worlds round us singing, 
Nature's sublime. 



We learn everyday, 
But we don't get smart, 
We laugh with our minds, 
And cry with our hearts. 

I have sought peace in stillness, 
Where it or nothing lies, 
That was no sound, 
That hollow break, 
My soul, untethered, flies. 



We slip through time, 
Our dreams we mime, 
Though the hourglass go, 
Leave our hearts behind. 



Pride is a cliff, 
We climb to fall, 

Honors come, 
And Honor Palls, 

Humanity's more 
Asleep than Alive, 

Led by Genius, 
On Mortality drive. 



Where there's no day 
And there's no night, 
My inner garden, 
Of starlight. 

A pyramid of Self, 
It is, you are, I am, 
The bell of the world, 
Ringing, singing bedlam. 



As the shadows reveal, 
The direction of my path, 
It shows things are not as they seem, 
For we are not Love's dreamer, 
We are but the Dream. 



The pipe is the Earth, 
The leaf does not know how to become smoke, 
The smoke does not know it was leaf, 
The Earth is a pipe. 



Cause and effect, 
Matrix delight, 
Salmon jumpers, 
Up a stream of Light. 

The winds of uncertainty, 

The wings of a Lark, 
Our small garden of order, 
Alone in the dark. 



What it was 

The common touch, 

A knot in time, 
To remember it well, 
And set in rhyme, 

To see us all, 
In One and then, 
To see us One 
In All again. 

Mirror of mind, 
Enhance the glow, 
Forget not matters, 
That do not show. 

If only one comes 
To flower, 
Of all 
that were sown. 

The tree of Life, 
We've joined to be, 
A moment in, 
Eternity. 



Life is an Imp, 
It won't stay the same, 
Runs off with the ball, 
In the middle of the game. 



Those who grow in bunches tend, 
To neglect matters of the lot of man, 
Their vine of strife in tendrils bind, 

The tree of life, and light benign. 

In solo find, the test of time, 
The fire's breath, higher climb, 
The Icy clutch, which finally must, 
Stop all feeling, and end in dust. 

A salty tear, in silence stained, 
Life's crushing beauty, Death's fragile pain. 



They come with the tide, 
And go with the wind, 

Oh, gypsy sailor, 
Where have you been? 

Butterfly patterns, 
that lovers make, 
Do not scorn the error, 
Or the tears of mistake, 

How strong of spirit, 
How gentle of feeling, 
With the grace of a butterfly, 
You sent my world reeling. 



The moth and the flame, 
Have had their game, 

Light strewn room, 
The storm has ceased, 
No winners or losers, 
Just: Survived or Deceased. 



Afraid of the heights, 
Content not to soar, 
Humanity has the power, 
But is spiritually poor. 

Led to the water, 
Follow the noose, 
Another's insights, 
Will not set you loose. 



The crown of existence bleeds a dull red, 
If you think you're God, It's all in your head, 

Once I took a stroll through the mires of time, 
And got stuck in this place known as mind. 



Evolution Rag 

We is the top of the heap, 
They don't come much higher, 
If you see a sucker, send him around, 
we're looking for a buyer. 



Fertile fields lie fallow, 
With buried boxes of bones, 
While up atop, like masts, 
Rows of coarse headstones. 



I stand in the face of darkness, 
In this hour that I command, 
Lost, the faithful following, 
Gone, the helping hand. 

Sweat works a path down my brow, 
Tears sting my face like rain, 
I swear that although the light has gone, 
More than emptiness remains. 



20 



Who am I 



Now I come again to find you, 
In what I just happen to wear, 
And how I lived since I last saw you, 
Is a mystery I cannot share. 

From your glimpses of your glory, 
That one day we will be, 
The germ of an idea is growing, 
That will transform you and me. 

For as I rise to meet you, 
You'll rise too as the ground swells, 
The Universe is our Garden, 
But only in our heart we dwell. 

Such as I am, I stand before you, 
Such as you are, you tower above, 
I've scattered my petals, as I've grown older, 
You gather them up, in the name of Love. 



I dreamt of the palace again last night, 

Where a man sat under a tree, 
He dreamt the World while he slept, 
He dreamt of you and me. 

If you care to, 

Dream along, 
Dream a Vision, 
Dream a Song. 

If your living, 
Is a giving, 
Then you don't die, 
When you're dead. 

As you loved , 
You're light still shines, 
To tomorrow and to, 
The End of Time. 



The storm sounds an Alarm, 
Summer squall or full-blown gale, 
Ride it out, 
Tossed about, 
Song without a tale. 



Waltz 



Try to remember, 
Remember me still, 
Although you are sleeping, 
Up on the hill. 

Dawn rises early, 
So do the Hands, 
But the people on the hill, 
Are asleep in the sand. 

Oh, when will you awaken, 
Take me by your side, 
And will you remember, 
Then I'll be satisfied. 

Or are you dreaming, 

Up on the hill? 
Then I will remember, 
Remember you still. 



Time Shadows 

I used to watch and wonder, 
How a bird could even fly, 
Now I hardly even glance, 
As I hurry by. 

A thousand journey's down that road, 

Not once did I see, 
When in a sidelong glance I chanced, 
To bridge a tender memory. 



Like looking backward, 
You'll see that only truth remains, 
Like living backward, 
Life in the mirror is so sane. 

Funhouse Mirror of Matter, 
Distorted Images of laughter, 
Sun splashes shadows to tatters, 
Sensory deceptions only flatter. 



Wind-Whorled 



A giant's knocking at the door, 
With a fist of wind, 
And a howling roar. 

Cloud-breather, are you more than real? 
Now how many lives will you steal? 

Will this terrible price has been paid, 
How long will you go away? 



The Limits of Human Experience 

What is the measure of Eternity? 
A cup sits by the Well, 
Mortal Mask will fall away, 
Lives of Light reflected on Clay. 

Time exists beyond our reach, 
What is the measure of humanity? 
Pushing senses beyond speech, 
Man is the measure of his sanity. 

Between the laughter, 
and the birth, 
Human's need for laughter, 
Immortals need for mirth. 



I no that not only eyes can see 
The senses are so easily fooled, 
The truth which peeks from behind the form, 
Giggling truths, a cry, a human born, 
We live in the tree of all we know, 
While twinkling above, the stars watch the show. 



Make me a judge of history, 
Make me a judge of all I see, 
I can solve any mystery, 
But please don't make me judge me. 
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Religion 



I simple truth, 
A clever tongue, 
Clear to see, 
Seldom done. 



Self-awareness, 
The knot between Earth and Sky, 
Tied in the shoelaces of a Jester, 
Both silly and wise. 

In one world where, 
Thought and truth compete, 
He strives to rise, 
He struggles to his feet. 

While in the land, 
Where need must compete, 
He brings about, 
His own defeat. 

And if he pursues, 
The dusty dream, 
The rusting form, 
The lusty gleam. 

Less kind laughter , 
Follows him, 
Life's flame out, 
Love's Hope Dim. 



A banquet of minds, 
Of every hue and bloom, 
Sensory perceptors, 
Who witness death before doom. 

Some who feared to win, and fled, 
Some who tried but died instead, 
Their human potential yet remains, 
Love is the link between living and dead. 
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Thought train wreck, 
The truth will drive you mad, 
In madness' laughter, 
Understanding sanity. 



The Artful Weaver 

A creative weave, 
Of Time and Space, 
The artful weaver's full of grace. 

From life and dust, 
The thread is spun, 
With the will of the spirit, 
And the strength of the Sun. 

Into the tapestry, 
We weave, 
Thought and action, 
Word and deed, 

A universe of patterns, 
Carefully stored, 

In the Unchanging Past, 
Eternity's hoard. 



It's not how you die, 
It's how you live, 

Its not what you take, 
It's what you give. 

It's not what you saved, 
It's what you shared, 
It's not how well you fared, 
It's how well you cared. 

It's not the values you choose, 
It's the values you keep. 
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Calmness in the face of danger, 
Peace in emotion's storm, 
Gentle is the heart, the great deranger, 
On loving waves, Life is borne. 



The untamed face of Nature, 
Wild, Eternal, Free, 
Capricious, deadly, in her storms, 
Then sunshine warms, gently. 



We're drops of dew, 
On the morning grass, 

One moment here, 
The next one passed. 

I'm sure that I, 
Have been here before, 

As certain that I, 
Will be here once more. 



The campfire sparks go up, 
The shooting stars fall down, 
From the ageless face of change, 
the living reed does sound. 

Playing happy mortal tunes, 
While the seasons chase their tail, 
Against time beyond all reckoning, 
The tune sounds weak and pale. 

Each eternal star must fall, 
And in one moment End, 

And from Life's fire, 
We challenge the night, 
Like sparks upon the Wind. 



Just love somebody, 
Just give something, 
Just live in truth, 
And you know what love will bring. 

Just cherish life, 
Just laugh and dance and sing, 
We are all one, 
We're a part of everything. 



More-tality 



Tears, as sudden as the summer rain, 
Fears, on the hill, as you glimpse your horizon, 
Gears, start to slip under the strain, 
Years, my heart ticking like a time bomb. 



Castaways on planet Earth, 
With nothing that we need, 
Left to discover our own worth, 
A plant grown from a seed. 



Time's Journey 

That which we take, we lose, 
That which we give, we keep, 

In our respect for silence, 
We neither laugh nor weep. 

We wake to discover, 
Humanities Estate, 

Though realities eyes, 
Our visions relate. 

One flower of Beauty, 
In a garden so bare, 
One spirit of Life, 
In a Planet so rare. 



You have to lose before you win, 
You have to fly against the wind, 
Surrender to Love, 
Open your heart again. 
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When the wilting flower of age, 
Reveals the unopened bud of youth, 
When times relentless waves have removed, 
Everything but Truth. 

May the child-dancer, 
Slip and skip, 
Across the twilight stage, 
Where serious and somber, 
Only I have tread. 

May playtime's laughter ring again, 
In Youth's companion, Age. 



Recruit 

So eager to be found worthy, 
It's painful to see, 
Marching to the echo, 
Of your Fear and Fantasy. 

Playful spirit put away, 
No longer to believe, 
Exchanged your solo in a choir, 
For the hum of comraderie. 

If life's laughter could be frozen, 

In bubbles of galeful mirth, 
each bubble would be Human, 
With his tale upon this Earth. 
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Culture is the knife blade of evolution in a universe called change 



Humankind, you mutable flower, 
May you find your strength in kind, 

For no flower blooms alone, 
But hangs in clusters from the vine. 

The Young, not always innocent, 
The Old, not always sly, 
For the poker face of freedom, 
is partly myth, and partly lie. 



I awaken to remember, 
That true happiness is now, 
For every falling star a wish, 
For every mistake, a vow. 

If my dreams finally came to pass, 
If only for an hour, 
I'd choose happiness again, 
Over wealth, wisdom, or power. 



The structure is worn, 
Till only the spaces remain, 

A series of systems, 
Tied to an immortal refrain. 

The tree of life stands, 
At the gates of space and time, 
Older branches fade away, 
Younger branches climb, 

The lonely shadow of our fear, 
Steals our moments in the light, 
Loving memory restore, 
The branches to our sight. 



My People 



They thought that they were living in the future, 
But now they're living in the past, 
All the loving that they nurtured, 
Couldn't stop the aging of the cast. 

From a thousand Becomings, 
To one silent oblivion, 
They were living for the moment, 
They were dying on the run. 



As we face the blinding Golden vision, 
Of tomorrows yet to be, 
We see no more the fading purple shadows, 
Of our fading History. 

True thought is Sight, 
To pierce the darkness, 

That pools in gaps, 
Between you and me. 

True Vision stands, 
To span a lifetime, 
To reach the future, 
that we see. 



Empty puzzle box of reason, 
I spent all that time, 
Just to find, 

That the treasure you bore was all in the learning, 
You can hold all the world in an open mind. 



Captured by the golden rays of dawn 
Enraptured with no strength to carry on, 
All the galaxy's dreams, 
on one beam of thought, 
All time in one moment, 
Shared and forgot. 

The giving gift gives, 
Seek your own self, 
Give what you never received, 
The source of all your wealth. 



Dreamsong 



All senses reeling, 
Changes in my mind, 
Thoughts mix with feeling, 
Places I can't find. 



Safely Cast 

We took the pebbles, 
The sands of Time, 
And built a Castle, 
You and I. 

Forever locked, 
In Space and Time, 
Where tears can't rust, 
Or memories die. 

Love's last gift, 
A freedom song, 
Forever's last, 
Just so long. 



The chains are of your own making, 
And you wonder why, why, why, 

When all the rules you're breaking, 
And you wonder why, why, why. 

Do I deserve to die? 
Who are you forsaking, 
When all the rules you're breaking, 
I, I, I, was born to die. 
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Peter Tosh 



A thousand poets pick up their pens, 
A thousand musicians play again, 
A sad song for Jamacian's pride, 
On how he lived, 
And how he died, 
Why did they steal away your life? 
How can we heal this world's strife? 
Anger tempered your heart like steel, 
Then Anger stole your Life of Zeal. 



We are Reality Beasts, 

Matter self-aware, 
Of Humanities climb, 
Up perception's stair. 

And if this song of Man, 
Must end before it's done, 
It's better than if, 
It had never begun. 



Decorate the ordinary, 
Celebrate Life everyday, 
For if Life was not so boring, 
There's pain in loss and in soaring. 



Every ninth wave, 
breaks high on the shore, 
Then stays there a moment, 
Till it can stay there no more. 



Before Amber 

Before love whispered your name in my ear, 
The window of my soul was sunnily clear, 
But now as I look back and reflect, 
The colors of your love. 
Create a stained glass effect, 
Amber of Love, Tears of Violet, 
Grayness, my heart, if we had never met. 



Compassion without action, 
Is just painful empathy, 
You taught me how to give the gift, 
Life daily gives to me. 

Quicksilver companion, 
Dancer of love, 
Neither tears nor laughter, 
Is the essence of Love, 

The teaching and the learning , 
And sharing is the best, 
The giving and caring, 
we love at our request. 



Tender void, 
Ellipse of sound, 
The silence of you, 
All around. 

Wishing you peace, 
From my heart to yours, 
May your Spirit grow onward, 
Forevermore. 



What good is a tool if you don't use it? 
What kind of fool would dare refuse it? 
Wisdom comes in opposite pairs, 
Wise men suffer, 
Fools beware. 

Explosions rock the Silent Sun, 
The Light waves fall on everyone, 
We are not the giver of gifts, 

We just pass them on, 
Flesh of the Earth reflecting, 
The spirit of the Sun. 
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There are questions without answers, 
And songs best left unsung, 
Some lessons must be learned, not taught, 
Some battles left unwon. 

Some Seers are Fools, 
Some trails are false, 
Some philosophies are hollow, 
For creatures who live on Wind and Wing, 
Leave no trail to follow. 



Fate favors few I find, 
But Love shines on all Mankind, 
How hard the heart has to be, 
Yet still the heart's a Mystery. 

Can you count the grains of sand 
On an infinite shore, 
They're come a time 
When we're human no more. 



A constellation of thoughts invent, 
to quell the tide of night, 
A hapless pattern of Time and Mind, 
In darkness dream of light, 

I've warmed at human laughter, 
Kept watch at the vigils in vain, 
My heartbeat of time in this garden, 
With Silence the only refrain. 

This shadow show of Suns faint traces, 
Wisp of light in worlds' dark places, 
Patterns of matter, energy, and time, 
A madman's weave, no rhythm or rhyme. 

Familiar constellations of thought invent, 
To guide me home in the night of mind, 

Put away your heart's lament, 
Nature's our touchstone through time. 



Helping hands, 
Giving gifts the circle round, 
Till all are fed, 
Joy abound. 



Some philosophers are not too bright, 
Who say that man is man's delight, 
Let great minds debate, 
What is clear to the sight, 
I say women are man's delight. 



Change, I no longer love you, 
After you showed me the way, 
You delivered all you promised, 
then you took it all away. 



I think, therefor I am, 
I hope, therefor I am, 
I remember, therefor I am, 
I want, therefor I am, 
I observe, therefor I am, 

I seek, therefor I am, 
I perceive, therefor I am, 
I need, therefor I am, 
I am, therefor I am. 



Lacking in all the social graces, 
Seen in all the wrong places, 
But I'm free, 
As I can be, 
s you can see. 

Let history judge, 
I don't give a damn, 
To myself I've been true, 
I am who I am. 



I carried no shield, 
For I did not believe in swords, 
As the scars now heals, 
I have Folly's reward, 
For swords do not believe in anything. 



Of Sun and song, 
In golden hills, 
For however long, 
The dream's fulfilled. 

Of Springs green promise, 
That cannot last, 
We walk in wonder, 
Out of our past. 

For how long a path, 
That grief follows, 
For a friend, 
Who never gave you sorrow. 

For the memories, 
Held in common, 
For the bond of love, 
Between man and woman. 



From hope to grief, 
From joy to wrath, 
Within our reach, 
Lies every path. 



Oh faint possibility, 
The world of dreams, 
No slipknot of logic, 
To spoil the scene. 

A thought stops you, 
From the work of the day, 
A dreamworld fragment, 
takes you far away. 

Who is the dreamer, 
Who is the dream? 
The unconscious, the overmind, 
Or soul's depth as yet unseen? 

The mind's unexplored, 
Though a map may yet be, 
The heartsong of conscious, 
Truth and possibility. 



Echo-plasm 

Just when the grinding mind decides, 
That all is sadness, 
We take the unexpected bridge to madness, 
The mask of space and time deceiving, 
The masquerade of Death and grieving. 

From tears flow endless laughter ringing, 
Into the dark night the cosmos singing, 
A chorus of voices down the timeline sounding, 
Life fills the silence with our hearts pounding. 



Every farmer since John Brown, 
Loves the smell of the broken ground, 
It took a plow to break the clay, 
But now the rains wash it all away. 

Yes, by God, we raised the field, 
By draining life from the fields, 
The bugs and diseases have gone away, 
And ten thousand years of topsoil, 
In a single day. 



The Fodder Land 



Is peace no more than the times between wars? 
To recover, lose or win, 
And then prepare to fight again. 

the war-machine, 
Exporting death, 
Providing jobs, 
Stealing breath. 

We provide both sides 
With arms of thunder, 
Then stand and watch, 
With feinted wonder. 

At the cruelty of man, 
Fertile land torn asunder. 



I remember him wreathed in smiles, 
After all the stories have been told, 
He's been smiling all the while, 
He knows he'll never grow old, 
I remember him wreathed in smiles. 
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Between the Mountain, 
And the marketplace, 
A constant stream does flow, 
Every High carefully balanced, 
Matching every Low. 

A time to view the vista, 
A time to track the dust, 
A circle game of love and pain, 
Balance is a must. 



One mind in the Universe, 
One soul of man, 
A billion-leafed tree, 
Alone does stand. 

Oh, water of Life, 
Overflow my cup, 
My throats a desert, 
I cannot sup. 

A fountain of worlds, 
Across time and space, 
Is there no spirit, 
Equal to our race? 

Like a lonely child, 
Left too long at play, 
With imaginary friends, 
Who now have come to stay. 

Like Hate and Fear, 
Self-inflicted war, 
One world spirit, 
Into pieces torn. 
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Oh fair-haired few, 
With all the luck, 
Bored with your beauty, 
Life's pleasure plucked, 

Bred for the take 
never knowing to give, 
Your measure of pleasure, 
Is not the life that you live. 
Seek freedom in power, 
Seek solace alone, 
No peace in stillness, 
No soul of your own. 



We are but silver riders, 
On our coach so fine, 
But we made not the coach or road, 
Just choices from the signs. 

If a conch shell lies empty, 
Upon a beach of sand, 
And the wind blows through it, 
And sighs a song called man. 

Is it the wind or shell, 
Which makes the sound, 
So the Spirit talks, 
Though men who've found. 

That the wind of Eternity, 

Sings in our ears, 
And the beat that it follows, 
Taps the feet of our seers. 
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They lock their hearts, 
As if that could stop pain, 
And copyright their Soul, 

To stop another's gain. 

While time takes the gift, 
That was meant to be shared, 
An unappreciated rose, 
With none to care. 

Live, Love, and Laugh, 
Some tomorrow we'll fall, 
We live in the moment, 
Or we live not at all. 



To the scattered street people, 
Whose lives mirror the pain, 
Of the shattering experience, 

Life's living remains. 
Tossed where life threw you, 
Betrayed by human hands, 
What chance to recover, 
And make new plans. 

They bleed for dignity, 
They starve for pride, 
Still waiting for Justice, 
They know Mercy died. 



The Jewels of the Crown, 
Hangs over my head, 
Starlight, 
Blue and green and red. 



I've seen a thousand spider webs break, 

But I've seldom seen a spider fall, 
For the makers of these silken threads, 
Trusts them not at all. 



Freedom 



If it wasn't chains that bound me, 
But only a single silken thread, 
It would be better for freedom's sake, 
If only I were dead. 

Love, power, truth, and beauty, 
Sometimes will fail, 
But freedom's song is never gone, 
That elusive flower is best. 



Ultimate Blues 

I'd like the blues better if they didn't sing everything twice, 
Oh, I'd like the blues better if they didn't sing everything twice, 
Cause I caught it the first time, 
Baby, you know once will suffice. 



The Pot goes to the Well once to often, 
The moonlight of love seems to soften, 
The thousand faces of Light and fear, 
Love comes not at all, or comes too near. 



Lost Youth, the joy of Life, 
The gift of time, which time takes back day by day, 
A thousand footsteps ago I greeted you, 
Not knowing what a thousand was, 
And this day I've finally found you, 
Now that you are gone. 



The government officials repeated today, 
The government officials repeated, 

There is no danger here, 
But where they were calling from, 
Wasn't quite clear. 

"We wouldn't lie to you, 
We have nothing to gain, 
Let your children play, 
In the radioactive rain." 

The government officials repeated today, 
The government officials repeated, 

"Our plants are safe." 
But they meant the nuclear plants, 
Not the ones on your plate. 



Possible Possibilities 

For those too young, 
For those too old, 
For those too weak, 
For those too bold. 
For those who are no more. 

For those who will be, 
For those who were, 
For those who see, 
For those who soar, 
For him who waits by death's front door. 

For those who care, 
For those who don't, 
For those who will, 
For those who won't. 

For that which is, 
For that which is, 
For that which is, 
Small flags fly proudly. 



Like bubbles on the foam, 
Ego-bubbles are bome, 
Carried by the waves, 
Totally alone. 

Spinning, spinning, 
Spinning round, 
I pause a second, every second, 
then keep on spinning round. 



The camps of man, 
The canopy of night, 
A fire dance reflecting, 
The star dance delight. 

For never comes the end of hope, 
The silence of forever, 
In the Spring, a leaf of life, 
Sprouts upon the heather. 



From the yellow flower of the Sun, 
In the endless ripples of your mind, 
Though the raven echo's on, 
Before the final hour is done, 
All our choices lead us on. 

You startled the sleeping birds of my mind, 
My thoughts fly. 



Love, you symbol of silver, 
Held by nets of gold, 
A tale often repeated, 
But never completely told. 
Love is not the answer, 
it's only a helping hand, 
If it's happiness you're after, 
Try helping your fellow man. 
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Iceflows melting in the Sun, 
Melt into rivers and to the plains run, 
Turn into vapors, 
And upwards they rise, 
For a brief moment only, 
To touch the Sky. 



First leaf furled, 
A love in vain, 
So sweet until, 

You forget the pain. 
Life grows on, 

Only Love remains. 

Memory of tears, 
Left a salty stain, 

Only time, 
Will heal this pain, 

Life goes on, 
Only Love remains. 



I finally faced the truth today, 
I just got tired of lying, 
With so many friends who've gone before, 
I'm not afraid of dying. 

I finally stopped wondering why, 
I've spent my whole life striving, 
To understand the things that man, 
Only learns by trying. 

I slipped the bonds of Earth today, 
A fourth dimensional stream, 
Sands of time, wore me so fine, 
I slipped out on a dream. 
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He sat down on his work, 
Leaned back on his work, 
And contemplated his work, 
"Work is fun." 

He moaned about his fun, 

Groaned about his fun, 
Soon was known as his fun, 
"Fun is work." 



Pass it on, 
Life's not for keeping, 
Pass it on, 
The Light you're seeking. 

Soon your chance dispels in time, 
Forever ended for your mind, 
The thought lives on in man, 

To give your heart and give again. 

A gift replaced is not worth giving, 
So give your heart and join the living. 



I am alive today, 
But I don't know if I'm here to stay, 
Life is a probability curve, 
Can't slow down, can't speed up, can't even swerve. 

Death's no further than the side of the road, 
Come on Pilgrim, won't you lighten your load? 

Brothers, you were born to die, 
Don't strain your brain, there ain't no reason why. 
Sisters, you were born for love, 
What in the world were you thinking of? 

Into this world of hate and greed, 
The young ones come to spill their seed, 
The old ones just want to go home, 
Home is where you're not alone. 
We are alive today, but we don't know if we're here to stay. 
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Don't dream on me, 
My thoughts erase, 
From this timeless moment, 
In this boundless space. 

Don't scheme on me, 
Till my eyes run dry, 
While my soul, still weeping, 
Can never lie. 

Sweet caravan of love, 
I'll miss you when you're going, 
Sweet caravan of love, 
I'm full to overflowing. 



Star Cross 

By the light of ancient Suns I see you, 
Ancient light, Eternity Bound. 
Falling now to where I see you, 
Falling here upon this ground. 

Not to end in this one night, 
A reflection only for our sight. 



The bell of the world, 
Though time vibrate, 
but the bell of the heart, 
Has no time rate. 

The shadow of the clouds, 
Across the Earth race, 
But the land knows not, 
Their daily pace. 

And the bumblebees dance, 

Turns moments to hours, 
While the turn of the seasons, 
Turns stone into flowers. 
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No Day Lasts Forever 



Iceflows melting in the Sun 
Become rivers and to the plains come, 
And upward the vapors rise, 
For a brief moment only, to touch the sky. 
My mother told me, when I was young, 
To follow the signs, and watch the Sun, 
"For, no day lasts forever, my young one." 

As the shadows fall upon the ground, 
Where the cold seeds lay the seasons round, 
To make their mad dash up toward the sky, 
For a brief moment only, 
Then their day passes by, 
No one knows why. 



Honor the Sun from which you came, 

Honor the Earth which holds you, 
And to a Universe of stars proclaim, 
That all their Worlds cannot contain, 
These eyes which behold it. 



Human bean salad 

Good or bad, 
Happy or sad, 
Pleasure or pain, 
Fear or shame. 

Angry or glad, 
Sane or mad, 
Love or hate, 
Freedom or fate. 

Laugh or cry, 
Wonder why, 
Doubt or believe, 
Joy or grieve. 

Live or die, 
Give up or try, 
Trust or deceive, 
Hide or perceive. 



Think or feel, 
Bleed or heal, 
Nilism or realism, 
Macho or nacho. 

Truth or lies, 
Girls and guys. 



Beat the sky 

That youth which was mine forever, 
Has disappeared in the wink of an eye, 

That all our choices made or not, 
Are lost in Time's flowing stream of lies, 
That endless love should change its course, 
And leave me alone on the high and dry, 

That pride which gave me hope, 
Has passed from me with the last sigh, 
I stand naked in the heart's garden, 
Where dreams pass like shadows in the night, 
Dream of Dreams waits the coming of an older hand, 
Perhaps with better sight. 



Miscellaneous Poems and Poem Fragments 

From seed to seed, 

From hand to hand, 
For a hundred centuries, 
Near the camps of man. 

Six months as seed, 
Six months as weed, 
Another circle round the Sun, 
And a new one begun. 

The spirit of the plant, 
Ease the pain of our needs, 
Man clears the land, 
And plants the seed. 

The guardian is near, 
protector of the new, 
If you remember your friend, 
It will not forget you. 



The human race, 
Like horses pace, 
From dark of night, 
To dawn's slow light. 
From feet of clay, 
To mind's clear ray, 
We scale the heights, 
To see the eagle's flight. 

And from its circles know, 
There's no place to go, 
From the ice and snow, 
To the plains below, 
One thing we know, 
There's no place to go. 



Familiarity breeds, 
Must needs, 
People talk, 
Fools walk. 

Things change, 
Accidents happen, 
Time tells, 
Plans fail. 

Resistance wails, 
Want pales, 
Persistence succeeds, 
Long-distance existence. 



Hand in hand we go, 
Across the barren land, 
Fertile footsteps follow, 
As we dream. 

The screamin' Demon, 
Of our Dreamin' scene. 
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With no words to guide us, 
With no words to hide us, 
No words to wound us, 
No words to cure us. 

Share a moment of time, 
Like a fine bottled wine, 
Then we turn, 
And we go our ways. 



Stay the hands that spares the knife, 
Stay the will that wields the knife, 

Stay the heart that turns to hate, 
Steady your world, adrift with hate. 



We are all space people adrift on this ball, 
What makes us so normal, can't make sense of it all, 
Why do we think we are the norm, 
Compared to all the other life forms? 



The mysterious Infinite, 
The threads of our lives, 
Refections of mirrors, 
Our senses are lies. 

A cosmic sneeze, 
Of sparks in the wind, 
Don't waste your time, 

Dreading the End. 

Nor never comes the end of hope, 
The silence of forever, 
In the Spring, a leaf of life, 
Sprouts upon the heather. 



The defining mind confines, 

All it chooses to see, 
The narrow mind confines, 
Its world according to "me". 
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Lovers sown seed, 
Fulfilling their needs, 
Eagle's spread wings, 
Calliope sing. 

Angels and dust, 
Society rust, 
Entropy must, 
Eternally trust. 



Although I tried until I cried, 
Until a shadow fell across my eyes, 

I glanced up in hurried surprise, 
And recognized not the light or form. 

But the smile on his face and the laughter reborn, 
And a cosmic laugh for an epitaph, 



A minor time in a lessor season, 
Savoring the days without any reason, 
The highwater mark will not be reseen, 
Shine the memory of our higher dreams. 

Dwindling light of Earth's best time, 
Midsummers peak, we face the decline, 
Primordial struggle to reach the sun, 
Cast off your crutches, reach out to become. 

Biding our time as we spin round our star, 
Waiting to learn who we already are, 
The Russian roulette will never cease, 
We live to die, perhaps without peace. 



Ho-Ho-Ho Hopeless, 
Light of the flame, 
Rim of time's order, 

Following the flower. 
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I awake from beautiful scheming, 
Into this world of scheming, 
Brutally stripped of honor and pride, 
Unwillingly swept by the human tide. 

Through high farce and low, 
Fools, family, and school, 
to learn more and more, 
About less and less. 

The world of experience passing, 
How can I not know more, 
About this world within me, 
Than I did when I was four? 



For this reason live in time, 
Love for the heart, 
Curiosity for the mind, 
Three wreaths we bore around our neck, 
Truth, Knowledge, Freedom, 
And so the human spore elect, 
That all the ground the race selects, 
Still could not retain them. 



Gamin' fools, 
Sunset bound, 
The void is waiting, 
Without a sound, 
The tree of life, 
You've joined to be, 
A moment in, 
Eternity. 



The upper case, caste, tractless, cactus flower of life, perpetually pondering the flaw in the vase, case, 
caste, tractless flow in the crevasse, of the vastness of the gap of the golden glow of the eternal flow, 
WONDER, and thunder of, the echo of the first note of a closing door, in silence, smiling. 



Wombs gloom, as lost silence laugh, 
A ninth way on the Eight-fold path, 
Seering voices, a scattering of seed, 
Some stop to laugh, some come to plead. 

Silence pounding, beyond Life's reach, 

Unseen shores of barren beach, 
for the fluid space called Time, abide, 
Awaiting the flow of the human tide. 

A grand parade in an age-old style, 
All or nothing, for a little while, 
Good bringing Evil, Life bringing Death, 
Time seems to pause, then snatches your breath. 

A fools' parade, to end as begun, 
A ripple in a silent pond. 



Anger, born of fear, 
Laughter behind tears, 
Walls without doors, 
Battles without Wars. 

Sorrow clings to life, 
Like moss on a tree, 
Love leads to strife, 
Like the snake told me. 

Once round the course, 
Then back to the source, 

Once more to rebuild, 
Till our cups are refilled. 

Pick up your worn out tools, 
And rebuild, you simple fools, 
The wind will blow again, 
No man has seen the end. 



From a certain span of Time, 
I looked down to see my hands, 
A vista seen, far and near, 
And I began to understand. 



that all the times I thought I was filling my bag I was emptying it, 
And all the times I thought I was emptying my bag, I was filling it. 



Times function in the viewpoint of aging - 1978 



Life's borrowed ring of physical form, 
Earth, the mother to which we are born, 
Following each word to the end of this poem, 
Trying to finish before Debby gets home. 

Humanities deadwood erupting in flames, 

A brand new try at the same old game, 
Drying new timber of thoughts to rebuild, 
Till dreams of returning, at last are fulfilled. 



Bottom of the Barrel 

The author disavows any culpability for the damage to the English language by these poems 

Slow light passing 

We are travelers all, 
From the mornings pall, 
To the evenings fall, 

We are citizens of the deep, 
As we wend out way to sleep, 
We are travelers all, 

From our daily gloom, 
To our nightly womb, 
we are travelers all, 

Slow light passing. 



I met a man, 
A terrible recluse, 
Who said, "The good die young, 
What's your excuse?" 



Be all, 
End all, 
Send one, 
For one. 

Alive with mystery, 
The domain of man, 
From being alive, 
To just, "I am." 



For those too weak, 
For those too old, 
For those who are no more, 
Let us sing a song of sadness, 
Sing a song of joy. 

For the time remaining, 

In this sea of pain, 
In this age of madness, 
Starry-studded plain. 

A long way to forever, 
The song remains the same, 

Life's too sad for living, 
If not for the joy of giving. 

We all go down in circles, 
And Life is the best game. 



Consciousness of being, 
Knowledge of self, 
Alone as a being, 
Humanity's wealth. 

The Song never ends, 
But the dancers fade away, 
So we sing, and we dance, 
And we live another day. 
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+++ 



B*day Poem for Debby's 33rd 

In August of 1951 
The Mobleys are still trying for a son 
But, Glory, there came to be 
A wailing, winsome wonder 
who called herself Debby. 

Now she's thirty-three 
Free the pee! 
She's all hearts 
And little farts 

Daddy's girl 
Gonna travel the World 
By thumb or luck 
With style and pluck 

She's a real life one and only 
Though it sometimes makes her lonely 
She don't care what they say 
She's gonna do it her own way 

She don't care what they think 
Gonna talk to everyone 

Gonna raise a stink! 
"can't treat us this way, 
Gonna make them pay. 
(But let's have fun along the way.") 

She goes where its sunny 
Don't care about money 
Thinks the real world's kind of funny 
She's a lovin' storm in human form 

She's a heartful and a handful 
She's a freedom dreamin' scandal 
She's my lovin' crazy lady 
Full of life and full of Hades 



+ + + 
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